'ACROSS   THE   STORMY   WATER'

concerned, to find whether the boat will pass the river
safely or sink.

'A chieftain to the Highlands bound

Cried "Boatman, do not tarry!
And I'll give you a silver pound

To row me o'er the ferry.'7
Before them raged the angry tide

X2 + Y from side to side.

Out spake the hardy Highland wight,

"I'll go, my chief, I'm ready;
It is not for your silver bright,

But for your winsome lady."
And yet he seemed to manifest

A certain hesitation;
His head was sunk upon his breast

In puzzled calculation.

Suppose the river X + Y

And call the distance Q,
Then dare we thus the gods defy,

I think we dare, don't you?
Our floating power expressed in words

Is X + Y.

"Oh, haste thee, haste," the lady cries,

"Though tempests round us gather,
I'll face the raging of the skies,

But please cut out the Algebra."

The boat has left the stormy shore (S)

A stormy C before her
Q C2 C3 C4

The tempest gathers o'er her.

The thunder rolls, the lightnings smite 'em
And the rain falls ad infinitum.
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